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Author's Notes: 

Of course this story was inspired by Motherlovemelon’s incredibly delicious story "A First Time for 
Everything". Specifically chapter 18. That cave really got me going. See what happens Mamasan? If you don't 
feed the children, they go to the streets. | had to have a Ville fix. | picked Gale Harold because he's hot and 
who doesn't like QAF? Besides, no one does Vam like you ;) 


A nondescript door, painted brown with a tarnished brass handle. It could lead to anywhere. He looked down at 
the business card resting in his palm. It was black stock paper with silver lettering. The lettering was so small 
Gale had to turn and hold it up to a wavering beam of streetlight. It read simply: Knock Knocks, 269 Church St, 
Knock Once Only. One of the writers had given it to him earlier that day, whispering, "In case you want to do 
research." The guy winked and walked away as Gale stuck it in the breast pocket of his coat. He only thought 


of it later when the restlessness of being in a new city had tempered to boredom. 


Now here he was, standing in front of a door feeling kind of silly. The edges of the card turned dark and began 
to curl from the damp of his hand. It wasn't that Gale was nervous. It just wasn't what he expected. What did 
he expect? Something similar to the set he supposed. Gay men spilling out an open doorway, which pulsed with 


the thumpa thumpa that littered ‘Queer as Folk’ scripts. This door was stoic. There was not an inkling of what 


was inside. 


"This is stupid," Gale said to himself. He held the card between forefinger and thumb and tore it in half. He 
turned to go when the door opened and four leather-clad men emerged. Gale was about to congratulate 


himself on his infinite wisdom regarding strange doors when he saw him. 


Leaning against the wall adjacent the doorframe stood perhaps one of the most striking human beings he had 
ever seen There was something almost unearthly about him. The skin was luminous. Together with the high 
cheekbones and girlish mouth, the man was almost pretty. Longish dark hair framed his features well. With the 
top hat on his head, he reminded Gale of the Mad Hatter. The man tilted his head up and met Gale's gaze. He 


considered Gale a moment before breaking into an impish grin. He seemed about to speak when the door shut. 


Damn it! Gale lifted his fist as if to knock but hesitated. "Let's think this through Harold," he said aloud. "It's 
not like you really are Brian Kinney.” Not since Vacation Bible School when he was fourteen had he even 
entertained the idea of a male being sexually intriguing. Besides that one adolescent foray, Gale's dalliances had 
been of the heterosexual variety. He appreciated women, their humor and spirit, and enjoyed making love with 
them. Though he had deep and meaningful friendships with men, having sex with them simply hadn't occurred 
to him. He wondered if perhaps he was getting too much into character. Still, he couldn't move himself from 


the door. Gale took a deep breath and knocked, just once. 


The door opened and revealed a rather short, balding man. "Do you have a card?" He asked. Gale peered around 
the man, but the beauty was gone. He tried to step in, in order to get a better look, but the doorman blocked 
his path. "I said do you have a card?" 


So enchanted was he by this strange creature that Gale couldn't get his brain to work properly. His IQ seemed 
to plummet twenty points just in the few moments he stood there. Gale looked at the little man like he was 


speaking a foreign language. "Huh?" 


"A card. Do you have a card," the little man repeated, rolling his eyes. Gale stared blankly back at his 


interrogator. "You know, a card like this." The little man held up a black business card. 


Gale's eyes lit up in recognition "Oh yeah. Wait one second," he replied. Gale dug through his coat pockets, 
finding an old ticket stub and a book of matches. "Wait," he smiled, digging into his jean pockets as well. There 
was nothing but about a dollar in change, keys, and lint. Puzzled until he remembered that he tore the thing 
up, Gale darted back to the sidewalk. Picking up the to halves of the whole card, he stumbled back, panting. He 
handed it over like a claim ticket, wondering why his heart was racing. The little man held up the two pieces, 
looked at Gale and raised an eyebrow. "Ah well, | kind of changed my mind," Gale laughed. 


The little man shook his head slightly and said, "Well you're cute, slow but cute. | let you in this time. Now get 
in there before | change my mind." He ushered Gale in with a plump little hand, pulling the door closed behind 


him. 


"Hey, there was a guy standing here a few minutes ago. Tallish and wearing a top hat, you know where he 


might have gone?" Gale asked. 
"Hmm. Tall with a top hat? | didn't see anyone like that” The little man lit a cigarette, inhaling deeply. 


"You had to have seen him. He was standing right here," Gale cried, pointing. "| don't see how you could have 


missed him." 


"Look mon chere, I've been here all night and | haven't see any one answering to that description. Now run 


along and have fun!" The man turned away, smiling. 


Gale looked from the man to the dimly lit entryway. A low din of chatter and music came from within. A 
muted shaft of light illuminated the carpet just outside. It was in sharp contrast with the intertwining shadows 
that fell there. 


"You're here now. You might as well go in honey," the little man said with his back still turned. "You never know. 
Some day your price may come." The man turned his head and sang, "l'm wishing. l'm wishing." The man smiled 
and fell into peals of laughter. Feeling more like Alice in Through the Looking Glass than Snow White, Gale 
stepped on through to the other side. 


He stood for a moment, breathless, as he took in his surroundings. Gale doubted central casting could've 
provided a more outlandish and odd array of characters. There were drag queens and drag kings. There were 
leather daddies and dandies in tails. The club itself was the star, seemingly straight out of 1920's Berlin. Of 


course straight wasn't exactly the right word for what he was seeing. 


"Would you care to be seated? Or would you prefer the bar?" Gale turned towards the voice, which was 
incongruous with the stunning blonde before him. She/he was dressed to resemble Jean Harlow and if not for 


the Adam's apple, would be dead on 


"Seated, | guess," he replied, following Jean Harlow down two steps. Working their way through a maze of 
tables, Gale searched vainly for his top hat phantom. Suddenly he felt someone pinch his ass. He whipped 
around to see a man decked out in a tux smiling cattily. The man winked and handed him a black card with the 
number eight on it. Gale noticed that number corresponded to a placard on the table. The man mouthed the 
words ‘call me’ and winked again Gale saw Jean Harlow up head and hurried to catch up. She came to a stop 


before a table inconveniently located in the very center of the room. 
"Don't you have something a little less conspicuous?" he asked. "I was hoping to just watch." 
"Well, if you want to just watch, you should go to the backroom doll," Jean Harlow replied. 


"This will do," Gale responded, his ears turning a bit pink at the thought. He sat down and fished out his 


smokes. 


"Name your poison then" 


"Johnny Walker Red, neat. Thanks." Gale leaned back in his chair and glanced about. His ‘friend’ was nowhere to 
be seen Unfortunately, the perimeter of the room was too poorly lit to make out any discernible faces. Jean 
returned with his drink He gulped it down and promptly ordered another. Gale lit a smoke and focused on the 
stage. The haggard drag queen singing French bar ballads with pained expression was strangely beautiful. He 


welcomed the sense of melancholy she evoked. 

Suddenly a phone rang. He hadn't noticed before, but there was a phone sitting on the table. It was one of 
those old black dial phones. Gale looked around and realized all the tables had phones. He now understood what 
the man had meant when he said, "call me." Gale looked over. Sure enough the man was on the phone. 


Reluctantly he picked up his own line, "Hello?" 


"Who is turning those brown eyes so blue?" the voice cooed. It was sweeter than honey and set Gale's teeth 


on edge. 
"They're hazel," he responded. 
"What's that?" 


"My eyes, they're hazel not brown" Gale hoped the artic chill of his delivery would clue the guy in, but no 


suck luck. 

"Whatever color, they're beautiful." 

Gale laughed. This guy can't be serious. "Do | look like a fourteen year old girl to you?" Gale asked. 

"Pardon?" 

"Cause that's just about the only person that line might work on" Gale hung up the receiver. The phone 
immediately rang again. He grabbed it, swearing to himself. "Look, | don't know how to make this any clearer. I'm 
not interested." 

"Really?" The voice on the other end was deep, throaty, and tinged with an accent. "And | thought that's why 
you finally had the nerve to come inside." Startled, Gale looked at the surrounding tables. "| heard you were 


looking for me. Isn't this so?" 


"Where the hell are you?" Gale asked, twisting in his chair in order to get a better view of the back of the 


room. 
"Patience, dear," the voice chuckled. "So my question, you haven't answered it." 


"What question was that?" Gale asked, taking a long sip of fiery, amber liquid. The key was to appear calm, even 


if he wasn't. 

"Playing coy are we? Maybe l'm wasting my time." 

"Wait! Wait!. yes." 

"Yes, what?" the voice purred. 

"Yes, | came in here looking for you," Gale responded dryly. 
"Why?" 

"Why?" Gale thought for a moment. "| don't have a clue." 


The voice laughed heartily. "You're honest. I'll give you that..| know, even if you don't love.. Would you like to 


know?" Gale could feel that wicked smile. 
"Sure," he flirted back. 


"Hmm... know you would like to feel my luscious mouth wrapped around you cock." Gale exhaled with a hiss as 


the words and the voice that carried them shot through his ears and straight to his groin 
"You don't waste any time, do you?" Gale asked. 


"Why should 1? | know what | want. But we were talking about you," the voice replied. "I know you would like me 


to lick and bite your neck. | know that when | start working my tongue downward, you'll shiver." 
"And how do you know that?" 


"I just do. You look like a man with sensitive nipples. Do you? Never mind, | already know you do..l'd like to have 
a nibble." Gale felt himself grow hard as the voice on the other end continued to tease him. "But just a nip or 


two. | don't want to spoil you." 
"Spoil me," Gale laughed. "How's that?" 


"You strike me as someone who usually gets what he wants. | think | must be the one to make you earn it," 


the voice responded. 


"Earn it? And how pray tell would you do that?" He knew it came out sounding cheeky but Gale wasn't the sort 


to beg. Give in maybe, beg never. 


"My, your voice is sexy when you're being naughty.” The voice paused. The click of a lighter could be heard 


followed by a deep exhale. "This makes the vision of you down on your knees all the more pleasing. Imagine 


giving me your very first blow job, wanting desperately to touch your own rock hard cock" 


Gale shifted, moving his legs farther apart in order to give his growing desire more room. He stumped out his 
cigarette in the ashtray and smirked. Two can play at this game. "And what makes you think you might be the 
first?" Gale put special emphasis on the word might. Whoever this character was, no matter how delicious he 


sounded, Gale wanted him to know that it was far from a done deal. 


"Hal That little pout is absolutely virginal," the voice replied, amused. "And your cock has decided even if you 
haven't." Gale twitched and let out a barely audible moan. "See, | bet it's so excited at the idea that it can 
barely contain itself within your pants. It wants me. Am | right?" This voice it mesmerized him. Gale nodded 


mutely. The voice laughed ‘I didn't hear you. 
"Yes, you're right," Gale answered. 

"Im delighted. Are you ready to come out to play now?" 
ayia 


"Met me in the back. And don't dilly-dally. | don't want to have to punish you, not first thing." There was a 
click, then silence. Gale drained the rest of his glass and stood up. He threw a twenty down on the table and 


looked over in time to see a top hat vanish down a darkened hallway. 


"What the hell are you doing?" he asked himself as he strode past the bar. At the mouth of the hallway, Gale 
faltered. There was still time to walk away. Go home and get some rest before filming begins in earnest. Just 
walk away, no harm done. The throb between his legs began to ache. "Here goes nothing," he whispered, 


anxiously penetrating the darkness before him. 


As his eyes adjusted to the change in light, Gale noticed several doors. Three to the right, two to the left, and 
one at the very end, all of them shut. Great! What was he supposed to do, open every one? Last thing he 
wanted was to get a glimpse of some fat guy getting a rim job. Gale made a face at the very thought. 
Tentatively, he tried the first door on the right. Turning the knob slowly, he heard it catch and rattle. It was 


locked. Damn. 


He was about to try the next one, when Gale heard the door at the very end open. Looking up, he saw a soft 
light glow. He could hear someone humming. A long arm snaked around the door. Extending a long index finger, it 


beckoned him forward. This crossed the line of kinky and hovered on the border of David Lynch. 


"What did | say about dilly-dallying?" An elfin face poked out. Gale inched forward, holding his gaze. The man 
had the most vivid green eyes. Gale's own eyes could appear green, more an olive, in the right light but this 
shade was a truly startling green. He couldn't break away from their stare if he tried. "This is no time to be 


shy love. Besides, it doesn't suit you." He reached over and yanked Gale in by the ear. 


"Ouch!" Gale had to remember this. It would be perfect for that scene with Justin in the hospital hallway. 


Rubbing his ear gently, he took the opportunity to appraise his tormentor. Up close, Gale realized he was 
younger than he seemed. "What's a kid like you doing in a place like this?" 


"Picking up naughty boys like you," he said, tossing his hat on to the bed. 
"Boy?" It was Gale's turn to chuckle. "I'm a good five years older than you, at least. How old are you any way?" 


"Timeless." He tilted his head, looking Gale up and down. Licking his lips, he reached over and undid the top 
button of Gale's jeans, causing his prey to step back a little. "Relax, I'm well past the age of consent" With that 
he pulled Gale closer and engulfed his mouth with his own He ran his tongue along Gale's lips before forcing 
them apart. The tip found Gale's own tongue and brought it to life. Never had Gale been kissed with such 
urgency. It was animalistic, almost brutal. A surge of lust rose from his groin to his chest. He had a feeling of 
being devoured from the inside. A rushing roar filled his ears. If he didn't push him away, Gale feared he would 


collapse. 


Panting, Gale moved towards the bed. He almost sat down on it but thought better of it. He looked up at the 


amused expression of the man across from him. Shaking his head he said, "Well that was... 

"Exquisite." He lifted an eyebrow and grin. 

"Something along those lines," Gale replied. "What do they call you?" 

"They call me a lot of things. My name is Ville.” 

Ville?" Gale asked. "Sounds phony to me." 

"What's your name then?" Ville asked 

Gale scratched the top of his nose. "Ah, Brian" 

Brian..Sounds phony to me." Ville walked over to the door and locked it. "So Brian, are you ready to learn how 
to perform fellatio?" Ville turned and smiled. He took Gale by the hand and led him to the bed, pushing him 
down by his shoulders. He knelt down by the bed and slowly unzipped Gale's pants. He slid a few fingers down 
beneath Gale's briefs as if he were checking the temperature of bathwater. "Nice." 

Next he went to work on Gale's shoes, tossing one aside then the other. Grabbing the two corners of denim, 
Ville gave an abrupt yank, ridding Gale of his jeans in one fluid movement. He stopped a moment, enjoying the 
display before him. "I think we'll leave those on for now. You need to learn a little discipline," he replied, running 
a slim finger up and down Gale's length. It twitched and strained against the cotton fabric. 

Ville then reached up and pulled up Gale's tight black t-shirt. He let his fingers dance up the belly, coming to 


rest on a nipple before giving it a hard tug. Gale moaned. "I'm never wrong," Ville laughed, standing back up. He 


ran his thumb under Gale's chin, lifting it up. He gave him a gentle kiss. "| have found that anything worth 


learning, is worth learning well. Wouldn't you agree?" 


"| suppose," Gale responded. Ville gave him a stern look. "Okay." Ville cleared his throat. "Yes, anything worth 
learning is worth learning well" Gale sighed and rolled his eyes. He felt a sharp pain at his left nipple. "Hey | said 
it didnt 1?" 


‘If you aren't going to take your lesson seriously," Ville said, shaking his head. 


Gale grasped Ville's hand. "I'm here aren't |? You've got my full and undivided attention" Gale placed Ville's hand 
on his throbbing cock. 


"That's better." Ville smiled, removing his hand. He slid a hand down into his pocket, pulling out a roll of 
lifesavers. "What flavor?" 


"What?" Gale asked, confused. 


"What flavor lifesaver would you prefer?" Gale made a face and shrugged his shoulders. "Cherry then. That's 
the most fitting," Ville laughed. He gingerly peeled back the waxy foil till he found a bright red piece. "Roll your 
lips over you teeth like so." Ville demonstrated. Gale did as he was instructed. "Good," Ville replied, placing the 
candy between Gale's lips. "Now hold it there." 


Gale laughed and it fell out, sticking to his chest. "I can't." 


"You can, with just the right amount of pressure." Ville retrieved the lifesaver and returned to Gale's full lips. 
"There, see?" Gale didn't dare nod for fear of dislodging the precariously placed sweetness. "Now gently run 


your tongue around the outside edges." 


Gale tentatively darted his tongue along one side of the candy then the other. A tart sweet tasted oozed down 
his throat. He looked up at Ville expectantly. "A little harder than that love. It won't break and neither will |. And 
try it a bit faster this time," he instructed. Gale began to flick his tongue about, developing a quick steady 
rhythm. "Much better. Now curl your tongue. Like you were lapping at the underside of the head of my cock" 


Ville stepped back to admire his pupil. He leaned against a recessed part of the wall. The niche seemed perfectly 
carved to his form. It was if he were a statue designed for that very space. ‘A statue of a god, Gale thought. 


A god in an alcove. 


"Nicely done," quipped Ville. "Don't forget to pay attention to the tip." Gale began teasing the hole of the 
lifesaver. He swirled his tongue about, feeling giddy from the sugar. "Alright, stop. Come here. And don't eat 
the candy," Ville demanded. 


Gale stood up, clearing the distance between them in two easy strides. Ville leaned forward and kissed him, 
taking the candy in his own mouth. A soft crunch and it disappeared. "Now | don't have to explain to you about 
teeth do 1?" he asked. 


"No," Gale curled his upper lip into a sneer. 


Ville traced his finger around the edges of Gale's bright cherry lips. He pulled Gale's chin down and examined 
his very cherry tongue. "Let's hope this doesn't turn my cock red," he laughed, kissing that impossible mouth 
once more. "How's our boy doing?" he asked, sliding his hand down to Gale's crotch. He began to rub, bringing 
his fingers up and down at a mercilessly slow pace. Gale moaned, arching forward, grinding into Ville's hand. 
"Alive and well, | see." He gave him one more kiss before pushing Gale back, giving him a light smack on the 
behind. "Only when | say so, understand?" 


Gale flared his nostrils and glared. This guy was a prick tease. Gale was used to setting the pace, making the 
moves, and being this frustrated wasn't his style. He preferred to leave the teenage sexual angst to Hal 


Sparks. Gale could have almost anyone he wanted, damn it. The problem was he wanted the prick tease. Gale 


looked down and nodded. 


"Such a long face," Ville chided. "Don't worry. If you're really good, | might let you play with yourself. Now it's 
time to test your gag reflex." Ville pushed Gale down before him. He grinned down at him as he started to 
undo his own pants. Letting them fall to mid thigh, Ville produced his own very hard dick. " Hold on to my hips 


for balance. Now, just like | showed you, love." 


Gale couldn't help but gasp. Who would have thought such a skinny guy would have such a monster attached 
to him. Ville laughed when his eyes grew big. He was more than a bit apprehensive about taking that thing into 
his mouth. "Baby, don't worry. | know you can do it. Besides, I'd never do anything to hurt you. We'll go nice and 
slow, just the head at first." Ville teased Gale's mouth open with a finger. He slid it in and out, coaxing the lips 
farther apart. "Ready?" Gale closed his eyes and nodded. He placed his hands on Ville's hips and waited. Amused, 
Ville dragged the head of his cock across Gale's lip. Then he slowly pushed the head into the waiting mouth. 


Gale felt it gently brush past his teeth. He remembered to roll his lips just in time. A hand at the back of his 
head pushed him forward. He began to maneuver his tongue around the head, just as he had the lifesaver. The 
hand pushed down, urging more of Ville's cock into his mouth. The fingers intertwined with his hair, and the 
grip tightened. A little more cock was shoved into his mouth before his head was pulled back. Forward again 
with still more cock, then back. 


Gale got the picture. He started to move his head up and down, his mouth and tongue sliding at a steady pace. 
He took in a litle more each time, but try as he might, he just couldn't fit all of it in, not without choking. 
"You don't have to deep throat me. Use one of your hands. That's what they're there for," Ville muttered 
between moans. Gale gripped at the base of Ville's cock, moving it in the opposite direction of his mouth. One of 
his girlfriends used to do this, and it drove him mad. It appeared to have the same effect on Ville. The muscles 
in his legs tightened, his breath quickened, and his hand fell down to Gale's shoulder. His other hand came up, 


palm resting on the side of Gale's face. "I'm going to come, lone. Will you?" 


Gale understood, but it was a second too late. Ville cried out. He tasted the warmth as it filled his mouth. With 


a few more thrusts, Ville fell away. Gale leaned back on his heels, feeling semen trickle out of the corners of 


his mouth. Spitting it out at this point seemed down right tacky. He began to swallow. Ville gently stroke his 
throat as he choked it down. "You didn't have to do that. | would have been perfectly happy coming all over 
your beautiful chest.” 


"tll remember that," Gale said, wiping his mouth with back of his hand. 


"Ah! You'll pay closer attention to your lover next time, won't you?" Ville replied, pulling Gale up to his feet. He 
began to fasten his pants, as Gale stood there stunned. Here he was, with a massive hard on, having just given 


someone head, and the guy was getting ready to leave? 
"Fuck," Gale griped. Still looking down, Ville began to giggle. Gale turned and angrily grabbed his jeans. 


"And where are you going?" asked Ville. Gale said nothing as he pulled on his jeans. Ville grabbed his wrist. "Did | 
say | was done?" Gale looked up, feeling those green eyes burn into him. Ville would win any staring contest 
hands down. "You really are spoiled. Take off those jeans, lay down on the bed, and wait" After a moment, Gale 


did as he was told. 


Ville kneeled on the end of the bed and lit a cigarette. Smoke curled up around his fingertips as he viewed Gale 
with a smug expression. Gale squirmed as Ville remained unmoved the length of an entire smoke. Flicking the 


butt into a nearby sink, Ville began tickling the bottoms of Gale's feet. 
‘lm not ticklish," Gale cried, jerking his legs away. 


"Really?" There was that grin. "Not anywhere?" Not waiting for him to respond, Ville started wiggling Gale's 
toes. "This little piggy went to market. This little piggy stayed home. This little piggy had roast beef. This little 
piggy had none." Ville smiled at Gale. "And this little piggy said, ‘Wee, wee!" Ville lunged forward, landing a 
fraction of an inch away from Gale's most sensitive region. Peeling down Gale's underwear, he yelled, "| can't 


find my way home." 


Tossing the shorts aside, Ville moved to his neck. There he nipped, licked, and sucked till Gale indeed shivered. 
Ville licked down his throat, then trailed his way down Gale's chest. Taking a nipple between his teeth, he lightly 


grazed it with his tongue. "Jesus," Gale moaned. 


"You like that?" Ville asked. Gale nodded, inching his own hand down to offer himself relief. Ville quickly batted 
the hand away. "Tisk, tisk. Did | say you could abuse yourself?" Ville paused, bringing Gale's hand to his lips 


before pinning it to his side. "Now show me how bad you want my mouth on your cock. Say please." 
"Please." 
"Please what?" 


"Please, would you put your mouth on my cock," Gale managed to choke out. Ville was circling his finger right 


under his belly button. 


"Not yet," Ville teased. He gave Gale's nipples each a playful tug before scooting down to lay his head on Gale's 
stomach. He blew soft warm breaths while stroking Gale's inner thigh. Ville turned slightly, then took the 
tender underbelly in his mouth, sucking as hard as he could There would be a vivid reminder of tonight in the 


morning. 


Ville giggled, feeling Gale's erection bumping his chin. Tilting his chin down, he took the head into his mouth. Gale 
gasped. "Oh yeah" Without missing a beat, Ville took it's entire length down his throat. "I guess | can safely say 
lm not your first blow job." Gale remarked before he was finally rendered completely unintelligible. Ville moved 


back up, sucked lightly on the head before plunging downward again 


Ville continued until Gale was at the very edge of reason. He pulled his head back from the tortured member. 
Gale whined and opened his eyes. Dazed, he watched as Ville sucked on his own finger. Ville's head dove back to 
his crotch. Suddenly Gale felt a pressure at his entrance. Gale's mind snapped back to lucidity. Oh my god, he's 
going to stick.. "Ah!" Gale shuddered as the digit moved past tense muscle, breeching the unthinkable. But as it 
explored deeper, he began to seethe with pleasure. Gale found himself jerking uncontrollably. Ever nerve of his 
body ached. Such intense pleasure made each lick, each caress almost painful. Gritting his teeth, he crossed the 
threshold, flooding his senses with searing white heat. 


He could feel the weight of Ville lift off the bed He could hear water running in the sink, but Gale was so 
spent, he couldn't move. When he finally managed to open his eyes, Ville was standing at the door, top hat in 
hand. "He lives!" Ville joked, placing the hat back on his head. Gale started to speak Ville brought a finger to his 
own lips, "Shh." He gave a quick salute and opened the door. Turning back, he said, "And to all a good night” With 


a wink, he was gone. 
Gale blinked when he reached the street. The rosy finger of dawn drew across the eastern horizon. Well 


tonight was definitely on odyssey. Gale looked at his watch. He had to be in make up in an hour. There was 
enough time to get a latte. 


Sitting in make up, Gale listened to Hal Sparks chatter. Who the hell was this perky at six am, Gale wondered. It 
was fucking nauseating. Hal threw a sponge at Gale, trying to get his attention "What now Hal?" Gale growled. 
"Where were you last night? We all were down at that club. It was a blast. Why didn't you show?" 

"What Club?" Gale asked, tossing the sponge on the counter. 


"Woody's. That's where we're filming today. Didn't Matt give you a flyer? Anyway, Peter.." Hal babbled on, but 
Gale didn't hear. 


Grabbing his coat, he checked the breast pocket. He pulled out a crumpled neon pink flyer. Gale smoothed it out 
over his knee and read it. Woody's, Toronto's hottest gay nightspot. 465 Church St. No cover before ten. "What 
the fuck?" 


"What's the matter?" Hal asked. 


Gale got up. "Excuse me second," he apologized to the makeup lady as he headed to the bathroom. Once in the 
privacy of a stall, he undid his jeans and peered down. Right below his belly button was a strange bruise. Oddly 
shaped, Gale looked closer. It was shaped like a pentagram but it was different. There was a heart in the design. 


He grazed it with his hand and grimaced. It was certainly a bruise. "What the fuck." 


